WITHIN THE GATES         SCENE
the yellow primroses 1 When you go to where
your God is throned, tell the gaping saints you
never soiled a hand in Jesu's service. Tell them
a pretty little whore, well on her way to hell,
once tempted you to help her; but you saved
yourself by the calm and cunning of a holy
mind, an' went out into the sun to pick the
yellow primroses, leaving her, sin-soddened, in
the strain, the stain, the horrid cries, an' the
noisv laugh of life. Tell them you were ever
calm before the agony in other faces, an', an'
the tip of your finger never touched a brow
beaded with a bloody sweat!
(The horrified BISHOP suddenly closes his
look) and rises from his seat to go away,
"but the YOUNG WHORE with a vigorous
push from her hand, sends him sitting
down in the seat again.)
YOUNG  WHORE  (passionately,   thrusting her
face close to the BISHOP'S), A tired Christ would
be afraid to lean on your arm.    Your Christ
wears a bowler hat, carries a cane, twiddles his
lavender gloves, an' sends out gilt-edged cards
of thanks to callers.    Out with you, you old
shivering sham, an' go away into the sun to
pick the yellow primroses!
(As the YOUNG WHORE is speaking her
last few sentences the  OLD  WOMAN
70